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Of all these terrors; the uncertain border

Between the unreal sufferings of the real,

The soldiers hungry for food and words and love,

Gobbling at scraps like half-starved rats, and the real

Pathos and nobility of your personal fantasy:

You in a trivial suicide's world

Loyal to the long way round, the majestic circuit

Of the human year, its summer of love and strife,

And the peace and death of its recurrent winter.

Oh, you, at least, may you have a long summer.

Oh, let the way to your death at least be long.

Choose the circuitous way, and not like me

The green plants grown too white in their grey cellar,

And be for me, when my frail fingers snap

At last, the last of many fraying threads,

A true memorial, a juster image,

On my white screen a huge projected shadow,

The tall, the lonely, and the too much loved;

So from my grave may green fulfilment grow,

My ghost find peace in its authentic hero.

Lament

Down by the drumming autumn of the river
Is a griever's evening, cracker of crazy leaves,
Is fire-snap, whip-snap, is bright weather dancing;
Is a swan-reft river, inconsolably grieves.

Is suave his image high from drowning river,
High from these nodding branches and green pools
This swan, whom waters of my desolation
Would sully sky for, but this not consoles.